So, as you love me, keep it privily;

For if men knew all of my subtlety,

By God above, they'd have so great envy

Of me, because of my philosophy,

I should be slain, there'd be no other way.**

"Nay, God forbid!" replied the priest. "What say?
Far rather would I spend all coin, by gad,
That I possess  (and else may I grow mad!)
Than that you fall in any such distress."

"For your good will, I wish you all success,"
Replied the canon, "farewell, many thanks."

He went, and ne'er the priest this mountebank's
Face saw thereafter; and when this priest would
Make his own test, at such time as he could,
Of this receipt, farewell! it would not be!
Lo, thus bejaped and thus beguiled was he!
And thus he had his introduction in
The way men fall to ruin and to sin.

Consider, sirs, how that, in each estate,
Between men and their gold there is debate
To such degree that gold is nearly done.
This multiplying blinds so many a one
That in good faith I think that it may be
The greatest cause of this said scarcity.
Philosophers they speak so mistily
About this craft, plain men can't come thereby
With any wit that men have nowadays.
They may well chatter, as do all these jays,
And in vague cant set their desire and pain,
But to their purpose shall they ne'er attain.
,A,qi^n may easily learn, if he have aught,
To multiply, and bring his wealth to naught.

Lo, such a gain is in this pleasant game
A man's mirth it will turn to grief and shame.
And it will empty great and heavy purses,
And causes alchemists to get the curses
Of all of those who thereunto have lent.
O fie! For shame! Those who the fire resent,
Alas! can they not flee the fire's fierce heat?
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